Seattle spent at least one percent of all city revenues subsidizing the arts, which allowed every theater to give one free performance for each play of the season, the one catch being that they were often in the middle of the day.
Who were these people who were available to see the sequel to Tally's Folly at a Tuesday matinee?
I was not yet twenty-three and I couldn't wait another forty years to join them.
Joe didn't require as much free time as I did, but he was eager to quit a job he considered "de-evolutionary, de-humanizing, and de-monic"?in short, devo?the word he appropriated from the punk band by the same name, who performed in sterile white jumpsuits, with gas masks. He loved how when
Seattleites asked us what we did, they were almost always referring to our leisure time. Did we know that a mile from our house was a path along the railroad tracks parallel to Shilshole Bay that led to a beach called Golden Gardens, and that we could snack on the wild blackberries that grew along the fence? Had we discovered the joys of roller skating around Green Lake?
Were we ready for the volcanic eruption of Mt. St. Helens and had we been to the Seattle Psychic Institute and heard the other geo-biological predictions for the end of the millennium? All around us, it seemed, people were energetically engaged in something they caUed "soul work." All my life I'd known that my "soul work" was writing, but now I also wanted to achieve something akin to inner peace.
Until that year, these two goals had seemed at odds with one another. Bring ing them together as one unified project felt nothing short of radical. 
